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have robbed me of it again. And now I must depart
quickly, otherwise my passion will master me, for
love is stronger than gratitude. Then he went away
hurriedly, but with reluctance, somewhere else.

But when the husband returned, a certain barber's
wife, who was jealous of Suwarnashfla* for her
beauty, met him and said: Happy are those who
possess treasures. In your absence another man
has been wearing your crest-jewel. So the husband,
burning with jealousy, went home and asked his
wife. And she said: It is true, but listen; and
she told him the whole story. But he would not
believe her. Then she extended her hand to the
fire, and said : I appeal to the fire, if I have ever
been faithless to you for a moment, even in a dream.
And the fire shot up, and a bright flame licked the
roof, and two tongues of flame crept out and kissed
that saint, one on the mouth, and the other on the
heart. But blinded with jealousy and rage, the
husband said: This is a trick. And taking his
sword, he said to his wife: Follow me. So she
said: As my lord pleases. Then he led her away
into the forest, and there he tied her to a tree, and
cut off her hands and her feet, and her nose and
her breasts, and went away and left her. And after
a while she died alone in the forest, of cold and
pain and loss of blood.